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to send him such trifles as she could dispose of for his comfort. But she never succeeded in speaking to him, although she found out that the number of his cell was seventy-two in the wing reserved for prisoners condemned to death or to perpetual imprisonment.
I saw that cell! It was bare of furniture save for a folding bed, a rickety tripod washstand in which he had to wash up his cup and plate after meals, and a small tin slop-pail. The one window was high up, and through its dingy barred pane showed a foot or two of sky. In the door was a small trap, outside which on a ledge was placed the scanty food which formed the prison fare. Fryatt was locked in this prison for twenty-four hours at a stretch, being allowed at those intervals only to clean his cell.
It may give some idea of the indignities and sufferings imposed on Belgian men and women who were at times imprisoned here by order of Admiral Schroeder, to know that three men, or three women, as the case might be, were interned together in cells such as this, for terms of imprisonment sometimes lasting weeks, with no conveniences for the ordinary decencies of life beyond those described in Fryatt's cell, and no means of opening the window.
But to return to poor Captain Fryatt. There was a German warder in the prison whom I shall call Hans, not knowing his real name, who had been a long time in London before the war and had there assimilated a certain amount of British Kultur. This taught him to be humane in the treatment of a fallen foe, and he became quite confidential with Sceur Marie Antoine under the influence of a glass of wine she occasionally reserved for him, bringing her such news as he could collect of the Entente prisoners.BELGIUM                          271
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